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and the standard Douglases operated into Spain and
Morocco by Trafico-Areo-Espanpl.
This unfriendly conglomeration of planes and pilots is
an interesting sight, but it is not rare. It happens every
morning. This is a neutral port, and that's that. The
flying offices are all in the same building, although someone
apparently was subtle enough to put the Germans and
Italians on one side of the corridor and the rest on the
other.
The British plane is a camouflaged Douglas DC-3, with
about half the seats taken out to save weight for gas and
mail. The ship carries no guns, because it lands on this
neutral port. It is the same model our American airlines
use, but painted a dull brown, with green and blue splotches.
If you look closely into this camouflage on the starboard
wing you see a small map of the Netherlands, for the crew
is Dutch. And in the centre of this map is a small white V
for Victory.
This is one of the planes these men took off the fields at
Rotterdam and Amsterdam and flew to England the morn-
ing the Germans burst into Holland. They have been flying
with the British ever since. But the man who was their
chief, Arthur Plesman, president of the great Dutch K.L.M.
Airlines, the fourth largest air transport system in the
world, is held in solitary confinement by the Nazis.
No one has been able to penetrate the secrecy of his
imprisonment. His friends throughout Europe have been
utterly unable to unravel even the reasons for his confine-
ment. Plesman knew Goering well, and his relatives have
made every appeal to the Number Two Nazi. They have
even appealed to Hitler in the name of earlier friendship.
All any one knows is that Plesman took a trip to Germany,
has been in solitary confinement in a prison near Hanover
for nearly a year, and is still alive. Hitler once promised to
do something about it. He never did.
I took-off for England at seven-thirty in the morning.
It was raining hard. The ground conditions were not good
when we got up the Portuguese coast, and we had to skip
Oporto, where we were supposed to stop for gas. We would
have to fly non-stop. We passed over Oporto and started
out to sea. There was a high wind and the clouds were torn